MOSCOW ADMITS A CRITIC

"MY CRIMINAL PAST"

IN Russia one can never be disappointed for lack of
contrasts.

The last time I was in Moscow, I was standing in the
middle of the vast stage of the huge Zimin theatre, fac-
ing an audience of two thousand. I was backed by a
most heterogeneous travelling company, of which I was
one. It included the famous Vera Zasulich, who started
a great ball rolling by firing point-blank at the police
general, Fedor Trepov, in 1878, because he had ordered
the flogging of a political prisoner. Another famous
figure of the older time was Leo Deutsch, celebrated
among the student propagandists of the seventies, and
one of the earliest prophets of Marxism in Russia.
Another of the company was the charming, young,
fair-haired idealist, Astakhov, the first officer to join
the troops in the rising that resulted in the March Revolu-
tion of 1917; among the rest were soldiers of the same
regiment, the Volhynians of the guard, who had followed
him then. What we were all doing was preaching dis-
cipline, and asking for steadfastness in the last stages of
the War in the interests of Russia and of the Revolution,
both of which, especially the second, were obviously